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themselves as they watched the busy stream of passers-
by. I caught the glint of quickly averted eyes as I
passed, and saw a smouldering hatred in most of them.
A little Arab boy cam</up as I stood there on the
pavement, in front of a high, covered street, inside
which coppersmiths were beating with their hammers
upon their handiwork. He said something in Arabic.
Then he asked me, in weird English:
" You wanting the Match Factory?"
" No/' I replied, smiling.
** You wanting see the manager?"
" No. I want to go to the Franciscan monastery,"
I answered.
For the first time I saw a hint of friendliness in his
bright eyes.
" You not Jew?" he queried suspiciously.
" I am not," I answered.
" You not English!" he declared with deep convic-
tion in his tones. " No Englishman damn fool enough
come stand here in Acre on hanging-morning without
gun and soldiers. You must be American. Eh?"
So there was another execution of an Arab leader
taking place. No wonder that the men on the little
stools were looking at me with such menace and
hatred. Yes, it seemed safer to be an American. I
nodded my head.
The boy shouted something. Instantly the glowering
faces broke into smiles, a couple of young men in
European suits but wearing scarlet fezes came up and
shook hands warmly with me. In perfect English they
asked me if there was anything they could do. When
I said that I wanted to go to the Franciscan Friary